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Exit, 



7 he Tr age die o/Hamlet 
-••’lien 1 will come to my mother by and by, 

|\ ‘>cy took- me to the top of my bent,! will come by and by, 
|j.cauc me friends, 

jlwiiUay Co. By and by is eafily faid, 
if ismow the very witching time ofnight, 

I Vhen Churchyards yawne,and hell it felfe breakesout 
fontagion to this world : now could 1 drinke hote blood, 
y.nd doe fuch bufineite as the bitter day 
Vouid quake to looke on : foft,now to my mother, 
ihartioofe not thy nature! let not cuer, 
he loukofAT ro enter thisfirme bofome! 

! ;.et mebecruell,notvnnaturall, 
will fpeake dagger to ber,but vie none, 
jly congue and loule in this be hypocrites, 
low in my words fomeucr fne be fhenr, 
i/o giue tnem leaks neuer my fouk content. 

Enter King, Rofencraus , and Guyldenfterue, 

|i King. I like him net,uor Bands it fafe with vs 
o let his madnefle range, therefore prepare you, 
yourcommilfion will forth-with difpatch, 
ii nd he to England fhall along with you, 
he termes of our eftate may not endure uh 

lazerd Co necr’s as doth homely grow, 
lut of his browes. 

Gujrli We will our feluesprouidc, 
loft holy and religious feareitis 
io kcepe thofc many many bodies fafe 
|'ihat liue and feed vpon yourMaicfty. 

Rof. The finglc and peculier life is bound, 
fichall the ftrength and armour of the mind 
<o keepe it felle from noyance.butmuch more 
t hat fpirit,vpon whole weak depends and reft* 

he liues ofmany ,the cefle of Maiefty 

!j |es not alonejbut /ike a gulfe doth draw 
j ; .hat’s necreic,with it.orit is a mallie whcelc 
I it on the fomnet of the higheft mount, 

: | whofe hugh fpokes.tenn tboufand lefltr things 
c mortcift and adioynd, which when it falls, 
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prince of fienmarke. 

Each fmall annexment, pety confequenca 
Attends the boyftrous raine,ncuet alone 
Did the King figh,but a gencrall growne. 

King.Exmz you I pray you to this Ipcedy voiage. 

For we will fetters put about this fcare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Rof. We will haft vs. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter V olenitis. 

q>ol. My Lord, he’s going to his mothers clofct. 

Behind the Arras I’le conuay my felfe 
To here the proflelTejl’le warrant Ihcc’le tax him home. 

And as you faid, and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall,fhouId ore-heare 
Thefpecch ofvantage; fare you well my Lcige, 

Tie call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. Exit. 

King. Thankcs deere my Lord. 

0 my offence is rancke,it fmcls to heauen. 

It hath thcprimall eldett cuifc vppont, 

A brothers murthcr, pray can T not. 

Though inclination be as (harp as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftronge entent. 

And like a man to double bufines bound, 

1 Band in paufe where I fhall firft bcgtnne, - 
And both neglecl : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood, 

Is there not raine enough in the fweete Heauens 
To wafh it white as fnowj’whcreto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offence? 

And what’s in praier but this two-fold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

©rpardon being downc,then 1 le looke vp. 

My faults is paft.but oh! what forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turnefforgiue nie my foulemurther; 

That cannot be fince I am ftill poflcft 
Ofthofe affefts for which I did the murthcr; 

My Ciowne,mine owne ambition,and my Queen e; 
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